GAME
August 22, 1800.
DEAR MANNING,
You needed not imagine any apology necessary. Your
fine hare and fine birds (which are just now dangling by
our kitchen blaze) discourse most eloquent music in your
justification. You just nicked my palate. For with all due
decorum and leave may it be spoken, my worship hath
taken physic to-day, and being low and puling, requireth
to be pampered. Foh! how beautiful and strong those
buttered onions come to my nose I For you know we
extract a divine spirit of gravy from those materials, which,
duly compounded with a consistence of bread and cream
(yclept bread-sauce), each to each giving double grace,
do mutually illustrate and set off (as skilful gold foils to
rare jewels) your partridge, pheasant, woodcock, snipe,
teal, widgeon, and the other lesser daughters of the ark.
My friendship, struggling with my carnal and fleshly
prudence (which suggests that a bird a man is the proper
allotment in such cases), yearneth sometimes to have thee
here to pick a wing or so. I question if your Norfolk sauces
match our London culinaric. . ..
God bless me, here are the birds, smoking hot! All
that is gross and unspiritual in me rises at the sight!
Avaunt friendship, and all memory of absent friends !
c. LAMB